More love unto my life, or can present
My Genius with a fuller blandishment ?
Illustrious Idoll ! co'd th' Egyptians seek
Help from the Garlick, Onyon, and the Leek,
And pay no vowes to thee ? who wast their best
God, and far more transcendent than the rest ?
Had Cassius, that weak Water-drinker, known
Thee in thy Vine, or had but tasted one
Small Chalice of thy frantick liquor ; He
As the wise Cato had approved of thee.
Had not Joves son, the brave Tyrinthian Swain,
(Invited to the Thespian banquet) ta'ne
Full goblets of thy gen'rous blood; his spright
Ne'r had kept heat for fifty Maids that night.
Come, come and kisse me ; Love and lust commends
Thee, and thy beauties ; kisse, we will be friends
Too strong for Fate to break us ; Look upon
Me, with that full pride of complexion,
As Queenes meet Queenes ; or come thou unto me,
As Cleopatra came to Anthonie ;
When her high carriage did at once present
To the Triumvir, Love and wonderment.
Swell up my nerves with spirit; let my blood
Run through my veines, like to a hasty flood.
Fill each part full of fire, active to doe
What thy commanding soule shall put it to.
And till I turne Apostate to thy love,
Which here I vow to serve, doe not remove
Thy Fiers from me; but Apollo's curse
Blast these-like actions, or a thing that's worse ;
When these Circumstants shall but live to see
The time that I prevaricate from thee.
Call me the sonne of Beere, and then confine
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